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Finally he said to himself that some friends
hers  should  have   come and  she   should  ha1
accompanied them and himself went home.
When he had gone home there was not muci
room for thought of the woman. Talking 01
one thing or another to his wife and children anc
mother and thinking of his own business he ceasec
to be anxious for the stranger. Occasionally,
however, in the course of the day, the mind would
revert for half a moment to wondering who the
woman might be and what might have happened
to her.
It was about nine in the night. Sreenivasaiya
had finished his meal and was sitting in the hall
in his house, chewing betel. His servant came
and said: 4t Someone wants you, sir". " Ask him
to come in," said Sreenivasaiya. " He wants yon
outside, sir," said the servant; "he wishes to
take you somewhere. Someone has sent word."
Sreenivasaiya went out and saw the boy. It was
not quite a boy either, for though there were no
signs of age upon his face that face showed that
he had passed boyhood. The messenger folded
his hands to him and said : " I was asked to bring
you ". Sreenivasaiya asked : " Who asked you
to bring me?" The messenger looked hard atj
Sreenivasaiya with both month and eyes open,